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Bebtcation 

"  To  the  Saviour  Gods,  for  use  of  those  who  travel  by  sea. 

AT  Set  of  sun  the  moon  arose, 
And  every  petalled  bloom  that  blows 
Lent  lustre  to  a  faded  West 
In  afterglow  deriding  rest. 

Broad  slabs  of  onyx  surged  beneath. 
All  fringed  with  foam  ;     while,   from  its  sheath, 
The  strength  that  stirred  the  silent  tide 
Shivered  and  ceased — and  naught  denied. 

Yet  instantly  one  stab  of  light 
Took  all  the  menace  from  the  night — 
The   deeper  dusk,   the  brighter  beam  ; 
What  need  had  I  to  bless  its  gleam  ? 

Ah,  times  there  are  when,  through  the  dark, 
A  Saviour  shines  in  any  spark. 
Then  Wonder  of  the  World  still  be — 
In  depth  and  height,  by  land  and  sea  I 

Zbc  -RlnOlg  TLiQht 

{Alexandria:   Pharos.) 
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THIS  Great  ship  has  been  long  at  sea,  and  her  rusty  bow-plates 
shew  how  barely  she  escaped  the  monsoon.  She  carries  first 
and  second-class  passengers — sun-baked  or  sand-dried  civilians 
and  service  folk — all  coming  Home.  She  is  loaded  with  a 
costly  cargo  of  copra,  rubber  and  manganese,  required  by  a 
reviving  trade  ;    yes,  and  personal  baggage  of  varying  value. 

The  weather  is  set  fair,  with  a  hint  of  rougher  treatment  oflE 
the  castles  of  Spain.  Because  she  is  so  deep  in  the  water  she 
rides  easily.  Once  she  was  out  of  control,  as  the  signal  sug- 
gested— through  a  false  quantity  in  the  engine-room,  I  fancy  ; 
but  the  old  Chief  says  that  we  shall  see  the  "  tail-end  of  Scot- 
land "  (he  means  England)  to-morrow  at  mid-day. 

May  my  crank  little  craft  fare  as  well ! 

S.5.  City  of  Calcutta.  C.  B. 


I.  THE  KEY  OF  LIFE 

The  amazing  thinness  of  that  little  damp  trickle 
of  life  .  .  .  A  rifle-shot  would  cover  the  wider 
limits  of  cultivation,  a  bow-shot  would  reach  the 
narrower. — Rudyard  Kipling  (1913). 

NILE  VALLEY. 


IRON   GATES 

"  Thorough  the  iron  gates   of  life." 

I 
THE    Mail   train !     the   mail   train !     the   gleaming, 
steaming  mail  train, 
From  Khartoum  Central  all  the  way  to  Haifa  Wharf 
shall  ply  ; 
The  long  train  !   the  strong  train  !   the  rushing,  brush- 
ing desert  train  : 
Es-Sudan  to  the  Delta  Lands  is  still  a  far  cry. 
From  Battlefield  to  Cataract,  a  nor'ard  for'ard  sandy 
tract, 

Off— we— go ! 

2 

A  stern  wheel !   a  stern  wheel !   a  splashing,  smashing 
stern  wheel, 
From  Abu  Simbel  down  the  Nile  to  Shellal  Beach 
shall  ply  ; 
A   turning  wheel !    a  churning  wheel !     a  dripping, 
gripping  waterwheel : 
The  Keepers  of  that  Southern  Doorway  still  stand 

From  River  Temples  to  the  Tombs,  and  for'ard  nor'ard 
through  the  glooms. 

Off— we— go ! 

3 

The  night  train  !  the  night  train  !  the  roaring,  snoring 
night  train. 
From  Luxor  on  its  moonlit  path  to  Cairo  still  shall 

ply; 

The  right   train !     the   bright   train !     the   crowded, 
shrouded  sleeping  train  : 
Sakieh  and  shadoof  together  Hft  their  voice  and  cry. 
From  Sweet  Canal  to  Citadel,  and  nor'ard  for'ard  thence 
as  well. 

Off — we — go  ! 


ALL   BUT 

(Halfaya) 

UP,  And  walk  up  !     A  performing  baboon — 
Dancing  and  prancing,  the  veriest  loon  ; 
Sighing  and  crying  from  morning  to  noon — 
Mad  as  its  keeper,  a  son  of  the  moon. 

Made  in  the  image  of  Man  is  the  ape — 
Ugly,  ungainly,  yet  human  in  shape  : 
Oh,  how  he  mocks  us  !     'Tis  more  than  a  jape- 
Muzzling  insisted  on  lest  he  might  gape. 

Slits  are  for  eyes  in  his  part-shaven  head — 
Poodlelike  he,  with  an  elephant's  tread  ; 
Thus  will  he  shame  us  until  he  is  dead — 
Chivvied  and  chased,  on  a  string  is  he  led. 

Made  in  the  image  of  God  is  a  man — 
Christlike  his  features  for  any  to  scan  : 
Made  in  Man's  image  an  ape  ;    any  ban  ? 
Common  our  ancestry — hate  it  who  can  ! 

Good  for  us,  then,  all  these  antics  to  watch  : 
Throw  him  a  nickel — like  you,  he  will  snatch  ! 
Pull  up  the  window,  and  fasten  the  latch — 
Wit  for  ill-wit  is  too  seldom  a  match. 

Lord,  didst  Thou  ponder  when  fashioning  Me 
How  that  poor  Clay  so  mis-shapen  could  be  ? 
So  !     In  the  earth  and  the  sky  and  the  sea 
Maker  and  Marrer  have  yet  to  agree. 


TINTED   GLASSES 
(Shendi) 

With  spectacle  on  nose     .     .     . 

.     .     .     a  world  too  wide 
For  his  shrunk  shank. — As  you  like  it. 

THE  Desert  somehow  doesn't  seem  so  bare : 

Nor  is  it  half  so  dry — 
Its  harsh  outlines  are  softened,  and  the  glare 

Is  soothing  to  the  eye. 

I 
The  levels  stretch  from  sky  to  farther  sky, 

With  shrub  and  stunted  trees  ; 
And  even  crumbling  mudhuts  fondly  try 

To  cheer,  indeed  to  please. 

Also  the  heavens,  like  an  old-time  frieze. 

Are  tolerably  blue  ; 
No  longer  now  a  vault  to  tempt  and  tease 

In  respite  vain  to  sue. 

2 

I  look  once  more  ;    the  glass  I'm  staring  through 
Makes  all  my  meaning  plain — 

'Tis  tinted  slightly ;    so  with  great  ado 
I  hug  a  sense  of  gain. 

Be  yours,  say  you,  a  heritage  of  pain  ? 

Then  grasp  what  you  can  seize : 
Wear  childhood's  rosy  spectacles  again — 

'Tis  make-believe  that  frees  I 


TINTED  GLASSES 

3 

Beware,  however,  lest  your  need  for  ease 
Ill-suit  your  sorry  case  : 

A  jaundiced  hue  may  blast  the  very  trees 
And  devastate  the  place. 

The  eye  alone  gives  life,  for  dead  the  face 

To  light  inviolate  ; 
And  Sacrifice  attends  an  Elder  Race 

Who  only  stand  and  wait. 

So  if  the  Desert  frown  afar  like  Fate — 
A  wrinkled  brow  of  care — 

Look  thrice  ;    and  find  in  solitary  state 
The  Rose  of  Sharon  there ! 


MAKE   BELIEVE 
(Berber) 

I 

THE  Days  were  of  our  nonage  when  we  played  a  game 

called  "  Shop," 

With  gains,  alas  !   imaginary — losses  not  computed  ; 

It  whiled  away  an  hour  or  two  till  Nana  bade  us  stop — 

To  bath  and  bed  our  bartering  was  finally  commuted. 

I  often  think  of  those  far  times,  in  passing  down  the 
line 
By    thriving   mud-walled    villages    of     dago-native 
houses  ; 
For  trains  attract  both  old  and  young,  as  keen    on 
Yours  and  Mine 
As  we  when  wearing  knickers,  belt  and  little  plaited 
blouses. 

2 

The  goods  delivered  nowadays   are  plain   to  casual 
eyes — 
Here,   basket-hats  of  garish  hues,  and  there  some 
fruit  in  platter  : 
Smart  bargains  driven  (less  bakshish) — O  folly,  seeming 
wise  ; 
But  whether  aught  is  bought  or  given  doesn't  seem 
to  matter. 

A  pity,  then,  to  be  "  grown  up  "  and  critical  of  play. 

The  looked-for,  longed-for,  seldom-got,  is  what  shall 

keep  us  going  : 

The  Battle,  not  the  Victory,  endows  the  useful  day — 

No  reaping  half  so  good  to  have  as  daily,  hourly 

sowing, 
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SONG  AND   DANCE 

Scene  :  Summit  Railway  Station  in  the  Red  Sea  Province  ; 
the  mail  train  to  Atbara,  just  arrived.  A  crowd  of 
native  women,  nose-ringed  and  ankleted,  and  dressed 
in  flowing  robes  varying  in  hue  from  rose  red  to  faded 
chocolate,  stand  around  four  of  their  number  who  are 
dancing  to  the  beat  of  a  drum  played  by  another  of 
their  sex.  The  dancers  look  like  nothing  so  much  as 
pouter  pigeons,  and  one  holds  a  long  sword  that 
trembles  upright  in  her  hand. 

Against  the  waning  daylight  they  make  a  weird 
frieze  in  motion,  to  the  monotonous  song  of  a  four-bar 
strain,  the  last  note  of  which  is  prolonged  as  a  drone 
to  the  next  repetition,  viz.  : 


Co7i  brio  f 

What  the  nature  of  the  celebration  was  it  is  hard 
to  say,  for  though  the  effect  was  generally  joyful  a 
railway  official  said  :  "  One  sheik  has  died."  How- 
beit,  here  is  a  non-committal  paraphrase  of  (to  Western 
eyes)  a  rather  childish  proceeding  ; — 

I 

A  SONG. 

But  long, 
To  beats  of  a  drum  that  help  us  sing ; 

A  dance 

And  prance. 
With  sword  held  high  to  keep  the  ring. 

2 

A  cry. 

Not  shy, 
But  shrill  as  the  nose-rings  shining  by  ; 

A  wail 

And  hail. 
While  here  in  a  crowd  we  sit  and  sigh. 


THE  DARK  STATION 
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Let  grief 

Be  brief, 
And  joy  fill  the  hearts  of  the  women  here, 

Who  leap 

Or  creep 
As  who  should  know  both  doubt  and  fear. 

4 

For  so 

We  go 
Around,  around,  and  up  and  down. 

In  dress 

No  less 
Than  royal  robes  without  the  crown  ! 

5 

Yet  we, 

You  see. 
Are  children  all  who  grow  not  up  ; 

We  play 

By  day. 
And  sip  the  lip  of  a  brimming  cup. 

6 

The  sun 

May  run 
His  course  anon  from  East  to  West ; 

At  night 

Our  right 
Is  thus  to  win  a  perfect  rest. 

7 

And  why 

You  spy 
Is  proof  that  you  do  not  understand  : 

We'd  wake 

A  sheik, 
Who  lies  asleep  in  his  Motherland  I 


B.C. 

They  are  weird  enough  for  the  wildest  geological  theories. 
All  taper  more  or  less  to  the  top  .  .  .  ;  and  so  on,  with 
variations  as  endless  as  they  are  fantastic. — Amelia  B. 
Edwards. 


BEFORE  The  Lord  made  mountains,  had  He  tried 
His  skill— 
By  thinking  not  in  continents  but  fields  as  well  ? 
I  think  I  see  His  Prentice  Hand  upon  that  hill ; 
And  how  He  learnt  His  Lesson  yonder  hummocks 
tell! 

The  full-dress  might  and  frowning  grandeur  of  an  Alp 
Is  here  in  small — a  great  conception  done  to  scale, 

In  much  the  same  relation  to  an  untrimmed  scalp 
As  highly-finished  coiffures  of  the  fin-de-siecle  male  ! 

2 

Nor  flippant,  I.     For  who  dare  crack  a  joke  and  see 
Those  vivid  browns  and  purples,  saffron-yellow  tints 

Of  dwarflike,  pinchbeck  landscapes  all  unerringly 
Contrived  as  major  glories,  though  but  whispered 
hints  ? 

And  if  in  mists  of  wonderment  the  smaller  trees. 
So  feathery  their  shade,  provide  an  ample  screen  ; 

If,  too.  Almighty  Strength  contented  was  with  these  : 
Then  why  on  empty  enterprises  need  we  lean  ? 


FACES  OF   STONE 

Faces   of  stone,    and   stonier   faces — 

Hence,    my  Muse,    from   the   green   oases 
Gather  the  tent,  begone. 

— A.  T.  QuiLLER  Couch. 

I 
IF  God  did  not  attempt  His  Prentice  Hand 
On  hills,  before  the  mountains  with  the  land 

Arose,  as  if  by  magic,  from  the  ocean, 
At  least  His  early  kinglets  waved  that  wand. 


For  close  by  Abu  Simbel  there's  a  space 

Of  rock-hewn  temples  which,  by  stretch  of  grace. 

Give  being  in  the  mind  to  such  a  notion  ; 
So  hasten  I  to  set  it  down  apace. 


2 

And  how  the  feat  was  done  is  pretty  plain — 
With  myriad  slaves  and  senselessness  to  pain, 

The  very  heights  succumbed  to  furious  axes 
That  scooped  and  carved,  and  chipped  and  shaped 
again. 

Thus  Pharaoh  and  the  first  of  all  his  wives 
Prolong  in  country  rock  their  lapsed  lives ; 

And  though  their  would-be  worship  patience  taxes — 
On  this,  a  passing  glory,  fancy  thrives. 

10 


FACES   OF  STONE  11 

3 
Romance  once  stepped  this  way  on  earth,  it  seems  : 
So  hallowed  be  a  haunt  of  ancient  dreams, 

Now  in  the  scalloped  Mountain  of  Pure  Waters  ! — 
"  My  love  for  you,  your  love  for  me  redeems." 

Supreme  the  type,  the  mother-type  at  call — 
For,  queen  or  goddess,  nothing  boots  at  all 

Except  that  she  can  bear  him  many  daughters 
To  keep  the  race  alive,  so  trust  befal ! 

4 
And  yet — and  yet — the  cynic-critic  may 
Attempt  his  thirst  for  wonder  to  allay 
By  likening  a  set  of  "  stonier  faces  " 
To  "  faces  of  stone  "  that  last  beyond  their  day. 

Pathetic,  how  the  greatest  while  they  hold 
A  sway  on  things  terrestrial,  overbold, 

Disdain  to  win  by  sweeter,  meeter  graces 
The  faith  of  men  that  Youth  grows  never  old  ! 


SUN   WORSHIP 
(Abu-Hammed) 

He  was  engaged  in  what  may  be  called  a  very  chastened 
or  schooled  form  of  that  first  and  most  natural  devotion. 

— Thomas  Hardy. 

I 
TIMES  Without  number  have   I   watched   the   sun 

awake  from  sleep — 
Rise  and  shine  on  men  and  things,  a  beacon  on  the 

heaving  deep  ; 
Eye  of  Horus  round  his  couch  all  vigilance  may  stoutly 

keep — 
In  the  Hght  of  day  the  sower  by  dim  night  his  sheaves 

shall  reap. 

Yet  of  these  memories  a  few  stand  out  from  others 

clear — 
What  a  waste  of  wonder-working  forces  far  and  forces 

near  ! 
Ball  of  fire  cleaving  passage  through  a  cloudwrack 

dank  and  sheer, 
Throwing  forth  its  rays  of  joy  till  "  there  "  is  one  with 

dearer  "  here." 

2 

Yet,  to  what  purpose,  this  ?     Those  plains  of  Poland 

held  no  life 
Save  to  the  pillagers  whose  earthly  gain  is  won  by 

strife. 
Then  on  the  limitless,  huge  seas  with  peril  ever  rife — 
Dared  by  the  wayfarer,  abhorred  by  an  anxious  wife  ! 

That,  on  a  Channel  passage,  taking  leave  of  hearth 

and  home  ; 
So,  at  this  very  moment,  trends  of  thought  at  call 

become 
Bright  as  the  sun  itself  illumining  a  golden  dome 
Spread  o'er  the  magic  Riviera's  fairy,  elfin  foam. 

12 


SUN  WORSHIP  13 

3 
Now  is  that  waterway  a  tract  of  driven,  riven  sand — 
Dun  and  drab,  the  shining  levels  stretch  away  on  every 

hand  : 
Nakedness ;     ah !     unashamed,    for    0    the    thirsty, 

hungry  land — 
Man  the  fly  upon  the  wheel,  from  burning  snatched  a 

half-burnt  brand  ! 

Always  the  Sun  God  can  achieve  this  daily  miracle — 

Wonder,  ponder,  then,  should  we  who  in  all  ages 
nightly  dwell ; 

Worshipped  by  Man  of  old — first  heaven-sent,  sub- 
duing spell : 

Telling  the  dark-molested  soul  again  that  all  is  well ! 


ACCESSORIES 
(Sudan  Government  Steamer) 

I 

THE  Lotus  hath  a  levin-wheel 
That  churns  the  racing  flood 
Of  water,  mostly  mud, 

And  keeps  an  ever  even  keel. 

And  downstream  half  our  steam-power 

Sufhceth  for  the  trip  ; 

Last  night  I  think  the  ship 
Lay  wharfed — a  very  dream-flower  ! 

And  all  is  going  sweetly — 
Both  sun  and  wind  with  us, 
Unfaihng  impetus 

That  means  we're  moving  meetly. 

And  yet,  with  life-preservers 

Accessories  among 

Within  my  cabin  hung, 
I  see  the  source  of  fervours. 


So,  fair  or  foul  the  weather. 
We  live  by  leave  o'  the  gods 
Who  spare  the  chastening-rods, 

But  keep  their  sway  together. 

This,  then,  be  our  libation 
Upheld  on  bended  knee  ; 
For  all  who  would  be  free 

Must  face  a  sure  damnation  ! 


14 


ACCESSORIES  15 


Goodwill  may  be  our  portion — 
To  think  and  act  the  same  ; 
But  in  a  losing  game 

What  seems  is  mere  distortion. 

The  odds  are  far  beyond  us  ; 
And  that  is  why  it's  Fight 
From  morning  till  the  night  : 

O  pity — foolish,  fond — us  ! 


THE  FAN 

(A  Parody) 

BEHOLD  !    A  pigmy  am  I : 

Aloft  here  on  my  stand 

I  wave  a  magic  wand, 
And  the  sand  and  sweat  I  try 

To  whirl  from  off  the  land. 

I  look  down  on  the  beds  ; 

On  the  sheets  of  white  I  see 

Discomfort  sure  to  be, 
And  I  fling  to  the  air  my  arms. 

For  I  know  what  is  due  from  me. 

I  hear  the  sound  of  snores 
Near-by  from  pillow-shps — 
Ay,  some  from  lovely  lips 

And  some  from  the  mouths  of  bores 
Ungainly  as  their  hips  ! 

I  race  from  side  to  side. 
And  suffer  wear  and  tear ; 
But  the  sandfly  in  his  lair 

And  the  mosquito's  deadly  bride 
Betake  themselves  elsewhere. 

And  till  the  stars  turn  pale 

I  use  my  wings  at  need 

According  to  the  speed 
Upon  the  notched  tell-tale, 

Nor  slacken  but  to  feed. 
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THE   FAN  17 


By  day  I  get  my  rest 
Until  the  afternoon  ; 
Then  when  a  rising  moon 

Mocks  at  the  glowing  West 
I  grant  again  my  boon. 


HIGH  TIDE 

Perfect  love  casteth  out  fear,  the  Bible  says ;    but,  to 
speak  it  reverently,   so  does  perfect  hate. — John  Buchan. 

I 

THAT  Line 
Along  the  rocks,  as  bright  as  brine, 

Shows  where 
The  Flood  Nile's  waters  fiercely  dare 

The  Dam 
(To  Egypt  now  the  great  I  AM), 

And  miles 
Two  hundred  know  the  ways  and  wiles 

Of  sluice 
And  basin — channels  put  to  use 

To  feed 
A  land  with  crops  for  sale  at  need, 

And  take 
Waste  current  which  would  surely  make 

The  sea, 
Where  depths  enough  in  truth  there  be  I 

2 

And  when 
The  waters  reach  that  mark  of  men 

The  walls 
Will  tremble  as  the  strain  appals 

Who  watch 
To  see  how  Nature  meets  her  match 

As,  held 
By  wit  and  skill  and  pluck,  is  knelled 

The  doom 
Of  Pharaoh's  Bed  and  Isis'  tomb, 

Foretold 
By  magic-mongerings  of  old 

That  knew 
How  best-laid  plans  go  oft  askew, 

Though  blest 
By  goddesses  long-lost  in  rest. 
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3 

i\Iean\vhile 
We  sons  and  daughters  of  the  Nile 

Accept 
The  gift  of  fancy  for  the  fact  inept 

That  food 
Of  all  the  needs  that  men  make  good 

Brings  most 
In  ease  and  comfort  to  the  host 

Of  folk 
Who  bend  to  hunger's  haunting  yoke, 

And  till 
The  mud  (their  bellies  e'en  to  fill) 

Lest  health 
Which  first  and  last  is  all  our  wealth 

Be  laid. 
In  sacrifice  to  glory  that  must  fade — 
A  fetich  by  the  Lady  Philae  made, 

The  jade ! 


THE   ENCHANTRESS 

(Genius  Loci) 

DOOM'D!    Doom'd! 
Eaten  by  disease 
'Spite  o'  pious  pleas, 
Every  stranger  sees. 

Tomb'd  !    tomb'd  ! 
All  my  subtle  spell 
Watermarks  can  tell, 
Since  the  flood-line  fell 
And  the  risen  barrier  of  stone,  alas  !    hath  loom'd. 

Stain'd  !    stain'd  ! 
As  a  fungus  creeps 
From  receding  deeps, 
While  Milady  sleeps. 

Vein'd  !    vein'd  ! 
Mottled  grey  and  green 
Where  the  fawn  hath  been 
Centuries  (I  ween) — 
Paradise  of  other  days,  but  never,  ah  !    regain'd. 

Lost !    lost ! 
What  of  magic  glow 
Man  had  come  to  know 
Down  the  ages'  flow. 

Toss'd  !    toss'd  ! 
But  the  mind  forgets 
When  the  Present  lets, 
Though  the  Past  besets — 
Memories  and  marvels,  passing  footfalls  of  a  ghost. 
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Gone !    gone ! 
Every  ancient  grace — 
Spirit  of  the  place 
Fled  away  apace. 

Shone  !    shone  ! 
Old-time  grandeur  here  : 
Can't  you  shed  a  tear, 
Welling  from  the  fear 
Future  splendours  never  in  the  world  shall  all  atone  ? 


HOME  LETTERS 

Triumph  itself  only  endures  the  time  the  triumphal  car 
sways  through  the  street. — R.  B.  Cunningham-Graham e. 


SHE  Posted  thus  her  letter  in  a  wall — 

No  box,  but  chink  between  the  jagged  stones  ; 

The  rural  postman,  doubting  not  at  all. 

Just  felt,  and  found  it  safe  among  the  stones. 

He  put  it  with  the  rest  within  his  sack, 
A  sack  securely  tied,  securely  sealed  ; 

The  waggonette  that  plied  to  town  and  back 
Then  forwarded  that  letter  duly  sealed. 

It  lay  with  many  others  in  a  van, 

And  Londonward  that  missive  straightway  went  ; 
Thence  down  a  gangplank  trundled  baskets  ran, 

And  so  across  the  seas  each  packet  went. 

At  length  it  reached  an  alien  Eastern  shore. 
There  to  be  sorted  from  companion  notes  ; 

Next  through  the  Sand  the  mail  train  swiftly  bore 
Her  letter — one  of  not  too  many  notes. 

2 

I  watched  that  mail  train  steam  in  at  the  end 
Of  journeys  made  to  bring  a  lover's  greeting ; 

Its  flashing  brasswork  shewed  the  way  to  send, 
Per  British  Empire,  any  friendly  greeting. 
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Ah,  Empire  !     This  alone  can  make  j^ou  great — 
Not  miles  of  scarlet  splashed  upon  a  map  : 

The  will — the  wish — to  make  your  man  elate 
Who  serves,  a  soldier,  far  across  the  map. 

For  with  that  message  came  the  sound  and  sight 
And  fragrant  smell  of  massive,  sheep-trimmed  hills — 

Bereft  of  which  an  exile  lived  in  night  ; 

For  he  was  born  beside  those  massive  hills. 

One  breath  of  Home  !     And  was  there  ever  word 
Meant  half  so  much,  for  us  to  rise  and  bless  ? 

Nor  praise  nor  blame  can  matter — heard,  unheard — 
So  we_afar  be  worthy  thus  to  bless. 


II.  THRONE  OF  THE  WORLD 

And  to  sum  up  all  in  a  word,  made  it  not  only 
the  most  beautiful  and  stateliest  City  of  Egypt  hut 
of  all  others  in  the  world. — Diodorus  (B.C.  57). 

THEBES. 
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CARTOUCHE 


THE  Keys  of  life  be  twain — 
The  sunshine  and  the  rain  ; 
And  loss  of  one  means  gain, 
By  pleasure  nursed  in  pain. 

To  lock  the  gate  of  death 

A  bloody  sword,  i'  faith, 

Ye  sheathe — the  Wise  One  saith, 

Though  He  do  waste  His  breath  ! 


Yet  ope  the  door  to  life. 
Ye  stretch  the  arm  to  strife  ; 
Ay,  winning  of  a  wife 
Means  warfare  to  the  knife ! 

Then  read  the  riddle  plain  : 
All  loss  is  better  gain, 
And  pleasure  only  pain 
In  sunshine  or  in  rain. 
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OVERTHROW 

(Elephantine  Island) 

PITY  And  terror — 
Pride  with  its  error — 

Compass  the  ancient  fall : 
Good  is  but  evil 
Lost  to  the  devil.     .     .     . 

Man  ?    He  is  utterly  thrall ! 

There  in  their  beauty — 
Humble  our  duty — 

Towered  the  granite  forms  ; 
Flowed  the  great  River 
Seaward  for  ever — 

Monarchs  would  cheat  the  worms. 

Down  with  the  Dreamer  ! 
Entered  the  Schemer, 

Armed  with  his  Hammer-head  ; 
Knocked  in  the  wedges — 
Soaked  to  the  edges : 

Pharaoh  is  doubly  dead. 

How  are  the  mighty, 
Crafty  and  flighty, 

Fallen  ;    nor  rise  again  ! 
Lo  !    in  the  rubble, 
Covered  by  stubble. 

Only  the  ruined  reign. 
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Also  the  River — 
Lifeblood  the  giver — 

Shackled  was  she  to  our  use  ; 
Harnessed  a  Cataract — 
Fancy,  undoubted  fact ; 

See  how  we  spread  the  news  : 

Plain  black  the  lettering, 
Humbleness  bettering 

All  that  the  Builders  would  say  ; 
Mighty  the  Barrier — 
Aswan,  the  Carrier : 

Millions  shall  prosper  to-day  ! 

Pity  nor  terror — 
Pride,  not  its  error, 

Minded  the  old-time  fall  ; 
KnoK'ledge  begotten, 
Self  all  forgotten — 

Water  to  Man  now  the  thrall. 

'*if*  It  may  be  noticed  that  the  metre  adopted  here  is  that 
of  Little  Jack  Horner  :  a  suitable  setting,  as  it  seemed, 
for  the  sentiment  expressed.  The  point  is  important, 
because  according  to  that  wise  little  handbook  to  The 
Rudiments  of  Criticism  (Lambom)  "  in  all  good  poetry 
the  general  sound  of  a  poem  or  passage  corresponds  with 
the  mood  in  which  it  is  written  and  which  it  is  meant  to 
communicate." 


AFTERGLOW 

Be  wise,   O   Sheik  !     Pray  God  to  be  a  poet 
Lest  Life  should  make  you  a  philosopher. 

— Robert  Vansittart. 

THE  Sun  God  sinks  behind  the  Lybian  Hill, 

With  afterglow  ; 
A  wind  springs  up — lateen  sails  slowly  fill     .     .     . 
Then  starts  a  passing  show 
Of  crowd  and  mart, 
Of  cow  and  cart ; 
Of  skill  and  art, 
Of  mind  and  heart — 
A  daily  round  for  man  and  beast, 
A  nightly  peace  until  the  East 
Shall  glow  again  : 
When  all  that  ever  seemed  when  dreamers  greatly 
dreamed 

Their  'foretime  glory  feign  ! 
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THE  TRIUMPH   OF  TEARS 
(Karnak  by  Moonlight) 


The  grandeur  of  this  hall  almost  moves  one  to  tears,  like 
the  marching  past  of  conquerors,  and  stirs  the  heart  with 
leaping  thrills  at  the  capacities  of  men. — Robert  S.  Hichens. 


THE  Night  is  dark,  say  you,  my  friend  ? 

'Tis  dark,  too  true  ; 
Yet  walk  with  me,  for  here's  the  end 
Of  what  we  both  would  sue  ! 


Stand  here  awhile.     Your  eyes  are  dim. 

So  weak  the  light  ? 
But,  in  a  moment,  shall  the  moon's  keen  rim 
Refresh  the  sense  of  sight. 


Look  up  !    look  up  !     When  gently  glows  the  East, 

We  soon  shall  reach 
The  generous  splendour  of  an  ancient  feast 
Of  minds  that  learnt,  to  teach. 

Slow  years  be  loth  to  mar  this  miracle 

Of  Seti's  Hall  ; 
Though  rolling  drums  and  peahng  trumpets  tell 
How  glory  is  not  all. 
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The  Moving  Finger  writes  in  silver,  fired 

With  energy 
That  scorned  defeat  when  Man  aspired, 
A  god,  to  struggle  free. 

Those  capitals,  like  petals  of  a  flower, 

Hang  down  from  high  ; 
These  monstrous  shafts  still  speak  the  power 
Of  Youth  that  may  not  die  ! 

4 
And  if  a  roof  once  joined  the  walls  up  there 

Below  the  stars, 
Now  higher  heavens  stoop  to  take  a  share 
In  these  our  mystic  wars. 

Then,  Majestj''  of  Littleness,  arise  ! 
So — pierced  the  gloom — 
Such  soaring  grandeur  cheats  the  very  skies, 
And  rends  the  sealed  Tomb. 

5 

Now,  in  the  silence,  let  us  find  a  way 

Within  our  ken — 
New-lighted,  and  with  hope ;  ablaze  the  ray 
Of  worship  unto  men. 

Though  gross  the  Feet  of  Clay  they  have,  their  soul 

Is  more  than  clay  ; 
And  parts — how  small,  how  small ! — make  great  the 
whole 
Till  night  is  one  with  day. 


LADY   OF  THE   UNDERWORLD 

(Deir-el-Bahari) 

ALL  That  was  beautiful  shone  in  hey  face 
All  that  was  dutiful  lent  her  a  grace  : 
She  is  defiled,  for  the  weeds  grow  apace 
And  thick,  in  the  Underworld ! 


The  Underworld,  I  know, 
Is  all  this  Passing  Show 
Of  greed  and  want  of  faith — 
Materialism,  death  ! 

Ungodly,  how  ye  flourish  ! 
Then  batten,  yea,  and  nourish 
Your  tree  of  greenest  bay 
That  flaunts  the  hideous  day. 


But,  mind,  when  at  your  prime, 
'Tis  ye,  with  all  the  grime 
Of  filthy  ways  ye  sought. 
Are  sold  for  what  ye  bought  ! 

Your  hour  is  very  brief — 
The  ante-room  to  grief ; 
And  all  our  sudden  woe. 
Like  you,  but  comes  to  go. 
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3 

Ye  may  defile  the  face — 
To  your,  not  her,  disgrace  ; 
Her  sorrow  will  ye  share — 
Your  shame,  not  hers,  lay  bare. 

Hat-hor,  I  bow  to  you — 
Hat-hor,  beloved — true 
To  all  the  best  that  lies 
'Twixt  us  and  Paradise  ! 


Down  in  the  depths  is  there  Beauty  to  find  ; 
up  in  the  heights  is  there  Duty  to  bind : 
Sinner  and  saint,  to  each  other  be  kind, 
And  all  in  the  Underworld! 


PROCESSIONAL 

{Italian  Opera) 

Allegro  maestoso 

[The  Outer  Court 

The  People 

/  RA,  To  Whom  we  come  in  humble  duty — 
We  are  Thine  through  all  the  endless  ages  ; 
Lo,  we  sing  Thy  Glory  and  Thy  Grandeur  : 
Yet,  at  this  time,  would  we  ask  a  sign. 

[The  Inner  Court 

Priests 

mf  Small  indeed  the  god  that  we  set  up — 

I\Iade  in  Thine  image,  O  but  feebly  fashioned : 
Great  indeed,  this  Thy  greater  Temple  ; 
Here  may  we  worship  Thee  in  truth  and  faith. 

[Great  Hypostyle  Hall 

Priests  and  People 
ff  God,  to  Whom  we  bend  the  lowly  knee, 
We  are  Thine — as  bond  as  we  are  free  ! 

Arpeggiato 

[Avenue  of  Sphinxes 

Women's  Voices 
p  See  !  o'er  the  Nile  now  floats  the  Sun  God's  Bark — 
So  softly  and  sweetly  singing  they — but,  hark  ! 
Keeping  time  and  tune — 
Old,  ah  !    old  the  rune  ; 
Flame  for  the  censers ,  lights  for  the  dark  ! 
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[Before  the  Shrine 

A  tempo 

Men's  Voices 

'pp  God !    Of  all  gods  the  One  God- 
Hail  we  now  the  Sun  God. 

The  Women 

Though  we  on  earth 
Are  nothing  worth — 
Blessed  be  birth  ! 

The  Men 


Here  in  Thy  Home, 
Come  to  us  !    Come 


Taunt 


A  SONG  UNSUNG 
(Vocal  Memnon) 

A  noise  at  the  first  hour  of  the  day,  but  whether  proceeding 
from  the  base  or  from  the  colossus,  or  produced  on  purpose  by 
some  of  those  standing  round  the  base,  I  cannot  confidently 
assert. — Strabo. 


WHO  Hear  the  Harp  of  Memnon 

Arise  at  break  of  day, 
And  ere  the  hght  hath  thickened 

Put  nightly  fears  away  ; 
But  few  of  those  who  hsten 

Can  hear  the  harpist  play — 
Their  ears  are  tuned  to  music 

Like  nothing  of  that  say 
(Who  hear  the  Harp  of  Memnon 

They  get  them  down  and  pray). 


Their  ears  are  stopped  with  gold-dust ; 

To  such  the  nimble  piece 
Still  keeps  them  bound  to  echoes 

That  Gods  to  Mammon  lease  : 
They  sorrow  for  their  comfort, 

They  pine  anew  for  ease — 
And,  lo  !    the  Song  is  silent, 

With  ne'er  a  note  to  please 
(Who  hear  the  Harp  of  Memnon 

Will  ask  no  other  keys). 
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Still  loom  the  twin  Colossi 

That  brood  through  aU  the  years 
In  sunshine  or  by  moonlight 

Or  'mid  a  mist  of  tears  ; 
And  there  the  grinning  fellah 

With  hammer-head  appears, 
And  making  foolish  noises 

For  bakshish  squirms  and  leers 
(Who  hear  the  Harp  of  Memnon 

Shall  stand  among  the  seers). 


4 

O  music  of  the  dawn-wind  ! 

O  herald  of  the  sun  ! 
Have  pity  on  our  doubtings, 

Though  faith  be  dead  and  done 
When  melodies  are  sweeter 

That  never  were  begun. 
Then  is  he  all  a  failure 

This  triumph  who  hath  won  ? 
(Who  hear  the  Harp  of  Memnon 

With  Innocence  are  one  !) 


BAS  RELIEF 

(Medinet-Habu) 

I 

THE  King  is  in  his  counting  house,  with  heaps  and 

heaps  of  gold — 
A  goodly  store  of  ingots  for  a  scheme  untold. 

2 

The  King  is  in  his  chariot,  pursuing  all  his  foes ; 
He  holds  them  captive  by  the  hair — away  each  goes  I 

3 
The  King  in  his  pavilion,  surrounded  by  his  wives. 
Is  minded  of  a  sudden  how  to  use  such  lives. 

4 
The  King  within  his  Thinking  Shop  deviseth  then  a 

plan 
To  stagger  poor  humanity  since  earth  began  ! 

5 
The  King  is  in  his  sanctuary,  and  offering  sacrifice 
In  colonnades  magnifical  that  he  made  rise. 

6 

The  King  next  goes  a-hunting,  in  the  fields  and  by 

the  River — 
Amenhotep  the  Second,  may  j^ou  live  for  ever  I 

7 

The  King  is  in  his  sepulchre,  three  thousand  years, 

or  four  ; 
At  last  he  finds  his  happiness — but,  king  no  more. 
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THE  THINKING  SHOP 
(Ramesseum) 

THE  Thinking  Shop*  of  Rameses 

Is  open  to  the  skies, 
And  in  my  dreams  of  Rameses 

Some  pleasant  thoughts  arise — 
If  here  were  buried  Rameses, 

I'm  sure  he's  very  wise. 

A  shelter  from  the  sunshine 
Is  built  on  his  remains — 

A  temple  for  the  sunshine 

That  rules  the  hills  and  plains ; 

A  shrine  to  all  the  sunshine 
That's  death  to  nightly  pains. 

A  cellar  for  the  moonlight 
To  creep  and  strike  within, 

The  stealthy-footed  moonlight 
That  would  not  venture  in — 

Unless  he'd  known  that  moonlight 
Avoided  any  din  ! 

A  harp  for  all  the  breezes 
To  play  their  tunes  upon — 

And  Memnon  hears  the  breezes 
That  sing  when  there  anon 

The  dawn  descends  in  breezes 
Those  two  stone  giants  on. 

♦  to  phrontisterion. 
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An  eyrie  for  the  fledglings 

That  find  their  wings  so  strong. 

(Like  Rameses,  these  fledghngs 
In  every  age  are  young.) 

Rejoice,  then,  with  the  fledghngs, 
And  time  them  with  your  tongue  ! 

To  music  made  by  Rameses 

Arose  this  hall  of  time  ; 
Defied  e'en  earthquakes  Rameses, 

Though  he  a  strutting  mime 
Upon  a  stage  that  Rameses 

Erected  for  this  rhyme  I 


QUEEN  CONSORT 
(El-Uqsur) 


I  ONLY  Come  up  to  my  husband's  knee — 
He's  ever  so  tall  and  much  bigger  than  Me  ! 
I'm  simply  one  of  a  very  many — 
A  nod  of  his  head,  and  he  can  get  any  ! 

Yet  I  am  his  favourite  wife  ; 

It's  Me  he  has  burdened  with  life 

That  smouldered  within  him  quick, 

To  nourish — ay,  well  or  sick. 
So  when  he  is  taken  by  certain  death 
His  son — and  My  son — shall  be  filled  with  breath. 

I  only  come  up  to  his  knee, 

Contented  his  Consort  to  be.  « 


And  if  it  should     .     .     anjrwise     .     .     haply  transpire 
His  son  should  be  lacking  celestial  fire 
Ensuring  the  House  all  its  royal  renown, 
I  will  rule — yes,  I'll  rule — with  the  Dual  Crown  ; 
Build  colonnades,  halls  hypostyle, 
To  worship  the  God  of  the  Nile  : 
I've  chosen  the  site  in  my  mind — 
Where  rock  rises  sheer,  rises  blind  ; 
I  say,  O  for  columns  of  glistening  white 
And  stalls  for  the  pasht  and  the  scarab  bedight. 
For  then,  as  you'll  certainly  see. 
His  son  wiU  but  reach  to  My  knee  ! 
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MUMMY  ROYAL 
(Biban-el-Muluk) 

"  The  unique  interest  of  the  tomb  lies  in  the  fact  that  the 
body  of  the  King  is  here  in  situ  as  he  was  placed  on  the  day  of 
his  entombment.  .  ,  In  a  chamber  to  the  right  are  the 
bodies  of  a  man,  woman  and  a  girl  .  .  .  They  are  grue- 
somely  naturalistic." 


THE  King  in  his  sarcophagus 

Is  lying  very  still ; 
He's  had  enough  of  living, 

And  gilds  its  bitter  pill 
By  sleeping  through  the  ages 

Until  he  sleeps  his  fill : 

What  hope  to  sleep  his  fill  ? 

And  we  whose  footsteps  echo 

To  drown  a  present  fear, 
And  peep  at  him  in  passing, 

Mere  trespassers  are  here  : 
Amenhotep  the  Second 

Is  dead  to  sigh  and  tear ; 

No  need  for  sigh  or  tear ! 

How  little  are  our  troubles 
In  this  dim  hall  of  peace. 

How  petty  all  our  quarrels 

^  In  face  of  such  surcease  ; 

How  impotent  our  striving 
For  profit  and  for  case  ! 
No  profit  found  in  ease. 
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So  majesty  and  littleness 
Are  resting  side  by  side — 

The  servants  in  their  dungeon 
Seem  just  as  stark  and  dried  : 

Four  rigid,  shrunken  figures 
Have  yielded  up  their  pride. 
Are  ridden  of  their  pride. 

And  he  who  gave  the  orders, 

And  they  who,  meek,  obeyed, 
Await  the  coming  Judgment 

However  long  delayed  .  .  . 
And  in  our  comings,  goings — 

Are  we  at  all  afraid  ? 

Good  call  to  be  afraid  ! 

The  fatherhood  of  kingship, 

The  sonship  of  a  slave — 
All  rank  and  grade  and  fashion 

We  too  at  last  shall  waive. 
Do  we  upon  our  journey 

Forget  we  near  the  grave  ? 

For  none  escape  the  grave ! 


IN   EXITU   ISRAEL 

"  Out  of  Egypt  have  I  called  my  son." 

MUEZZIN  Mounts  the  flimsy  stairs 

And  calls ; 
The  faithful  turn  again  to  pray'rs, 
And  silence  falls — 

Except  for  this 
Loud  word  of  bliss 
That  trumpets  of  Eternity  into  the  ears  of  Time  I 

Then  Rameses  the  Great, 
In  effigy  of  state, 
Listens  aghast ; 
Where  racing  River  mud — 
So  dark,  the  spreading  flood — 

Glistens  amass'd, 
Colossi  facing  East 
Renew  a  vocal  feast 
From  dawn  ; 
And  down  the  halls  and  corridors  of  this  the  Throne 

o'  the  World 
The  Old  and  New  together  flaunt  bright  bannerets 
unfurled. 
While  obelisks,  gilt-tipp'd,  salute  all  lordly  lawn. 

Yet  what  is  fame? 
A  mocking  dame  ! 
For  when  the  cries  from  the  minaret  have   no   more 

news  to  tell 
Is  heard,  from  Christ  to  Conqueror,  the  pleading  Ave 
BeU. 
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STELE 

SILVER  Is  speech, 

A  nd  silence  gold  ; 
Then    my  pastors  used  to  teach 
When  my  tongue  would  over-reach — 
Thus  spake  my  masters  of  old. 

Older  than  they, 

These  Ancients  knew  : 
Why  else  do  Treasure  Houses,  say, 
Nigh  unto  Holy  Places  stay — 
Houses  of  Pleasure,  true  ? 

Was  it  inferred 

The  gold  was  there  ? 
Ay,  hidden  in  the  whispered  Word 
By  spirit-voice,  aforetime  heard. 

Which  Flesh  was  hidden  share ! 
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III.  THE  HOUSE  OF  SILVER 

The  first  chamber  on  the  right  was  the  treasure 
chamber,  or  "  house  of  silver." — Guide  to  Denderah 
(Present  day). 

DELTA    LANDS. 
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A  MINGLED  YARN 

The  web   of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled  yarn,  good  and  ill 
together. — All's  well  that  ends  well. 

I 

MONOTONY,  Monotony — the  dull  and  null  monotony, 

With  scenery  sans  greenery  significant ; 
Ay,  shifting  sands  and  drifting  strands,  so  void  of 
Higher  Botany  : 
An   end     to  this — return  of  bliss — a  brighter  life, 
God  grant ! 

2 

Variety,  variety !     I'm  sick  of  quick  variety — 

AU  helter-skelter  changefulness  from  day  to  hasty 
day  ; 
Nay,      dot-and-carry,      rot-and-tarry,      up-and-down 
society  : 
Away  with  that — come,  smooth  or  flat — for  there's 
a  ghost  to  lay  ! 

3 

Monotony,  variety  !    Variety,  monotony  ! 
A  mingled  yarn  of  plain  and  coloured  seems  the 
best  to  save  : 
Variety,  monotony  !     Monotony,  variety  ! 
With  good  and  ill  commingled  may  we  greatly  reach 
the  grave. 
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TRANSMIGRATION 
(Belbeis) 


Hoo-poo-poo ! 
YES,  I  hear  you  singing — 
Topknot  upward  flinging  ; 
Funny  fellow,  you. 

Kaw-kaw-kaw  ! 
Yes,  I  hear  your  croaking— 
Of  a  truth  provoking, 
With  incessant  jaw. 

Phe — e — ew  ! 
Yes,  within  the  void, 
Heavenward  decoyed. 

You  are  lost  to  view. 


The  hoopoo  alights 
on  a  tree  outside  the 
tent ;  Reveille  having 
just  sounded. 


A  carrion  crow 
chases  a  pigeon.  He 
proceeds  to  the  parade 
ground,  buckling  on 
his  sword. 

Kites  whistle  over- 
head. The  strong- 
point  is  taken ;  battle- 
practice,  over. 


COO-COO'COO  ! 

Yes,  it's  you  are  billing, 
Me  with  envy  filling  : 
I  am  lonely  too. 

Buzz-buzz-buzz ! 
Yes,  among  the  flow'rs 
Sip  the  sunny  hours  ; 
You  are  one  of  us. 


A  sudden  distaste  for 
soldiering  afflicts  him, 
as  a  palm-dove  calls 
and  he  thinks  of  his 
sweetheart  at  home. 

The  golden  blossoms 
by  the  Mess  drone  like 
an  organ.  The  Post 
Orderly  hands  him  a 
letter. 


Yes,  my  heart  is  beating 
To  your  homely  greeting — 
Welcome,  British  bird  I 


He  thinks  he  hears 
the  thrush  again.  He 
would  apply  for  leave, 
but  his  turn  is  not  yet. 
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THE  CUP  OF  CHANCE 

(Gezira  Sporting  Club) 

HE  Was  a  boy  from  the  stableyard 

Who'd  ridden  the  mare  in  her  daily  work, 

Sitting  so  still  when  the  pace  was  hard 
That  she  never  was  known  to  chuck  it  or  shirk ; 

But  the  trainer  eyed  the  lad  askance 

As  a  shade  too  soft  for  the  Cup  of  Chance. 

Now,  there  came  a  day  when  she  lost  a  race, 
Though  carrying  mints  o'  gold  on  her  plate ; 

She  was  backed  to  hell,  but  she  hadn't  a  place, 
For  she  gave  up  the  ghost  ere  she  reached  the 
straight. 

And  the  clerk  o'  the  course,  from  his  crow's-nest  stance. 

Had  something  to  say  of  the  Cup  of  Chance. 

Others  might  punch  the  mare  to  the  ground 
With  a  one  and  a  two  on  her  satin  flanks. 

But  the  crowd  and  the  owner — why,  all  of  'em  found 
That  they  got  no  win  and  he  no  thanks  ; 

And  the  trainer  saw  the  red  stars  dance 

In  the  dregs  he  had  left  with  the  Cup  of  Chance. 

Yet  the  mare  was  entered  for  over  the  sticks 
As  weU  as  for  furlongs  across  the  fiat ; 

The  owner,  though  never  a  man  for  tricks, 

Had  friends  who  would  have  him  do — this  and  that : 

He  was  broke  ;   and  it  needed  no  second  glance 

To  see  he  must  quaff  from  the  Cup  of  Chance. 
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So  he  called  to  the  boy  who  was  grooming  the  mare 
That  neighed  and  nuzzled  the  downy  cheeks, 

And  he  carried  him  off  to  the  weighing-room  where 
The  jockeys  were  donning  their  jackets  and  breeks  ; 

And  the  boy's  blue  eyes  held  a  radiance 

That  boded  well  for  the  Cup  of  Chance. 

They  watched  him  silked  and  his  pigskin  weighed, 
They  marked  her  one  of  a  topping  field  ; 

The  tapes  shot  up,  and  the  bugle  brayed — 

And  the  favourite's  odds  shewed  never  a  yield. 

"  And  you'll  ride  to  win  !  "  he  heard  in  a  trance, 

As  she  lengthened  her  stride  in  the  Cup  of  Chance. 

0  the  mare  she  rolled  the  whites  of  her  eyes — 
A  "  lepper  "  to  heaven,  on  all  her  toes  ; 

And  the  lad  sat  tight  as  he  felt  her  rise 
At  the  jumps  in  turn,  when  Up  she  goes  ! 

They  are  round  the  bend,  and  as  trim  as  a  lance 

They're  scrubbing  all  out  by  the  Cup  of  Chance. 

Ten  minutes  in  hand  had  he  to  share 

When  at  length  he  passed  the  winning-post 

(So  the  judge  at  the  peephole  was  heard  declare), 
With  a  fortune  won  that  was  earlier  lost. 

Then  the  mare  was  rugg'd,  and  she  ceased  to  prance 

With  stable-boy  up,  on  the  Cup  of  Chance. 

Ay,  for  young  and  old  is  a  course  set  out, 
And  the  blithe  of  heart  alone  gets  home  ; 

Nor  spur — nor  whip — ah  !  devil  a  doubt 
If  you  sit  quite  still  when  the  fences  come. 

For  the  last  shall  be  first  ;    or,  in  turf  parldnce, 

An  absolute  snip  for  the  Cup  of  Chance! 

[First  printed  in  THE  GREEN  HORSE,  regitntntal  mag- 
azine of  th$  ^th  Dragoon  Guards.] 


FOR    WHAT? 

(A  Grave  in  the  Desert) 

THE  Sun  is  hot  to-day — 
Once  it  was  hotter  still ; 

The  wind  blows  shrill  alway — 
Once  it  blew  far  more  shrill  : 
WTien  flies  and  dust  and  thirst 
Did  all  their  very  worst. 

For  what  ? 
I  had  but  seen  the  light 
The  year  of  that  fierce  fight'; 
The  ships  i'  the  Lake  tL^t  day 
Have  faded  quite  away : 
I  turn  another  blotless,  spotless  page  ; 
I  pass  fresh  milestones  of  my  age. 
And  all,  for  what  ? 

That,  forty  years  to  come — and  go — here  should  I 

stand  alone, 
Saluting,   hand   to   helmet-peak,    the   grave    of   One 

Unknown  ! 
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BY  THE  SWORD 

(Tel  Basta) 

The  young  men  of  Aven  and  Pi-beseth  shall  fall  by  the 
sword  ;  and  these  cities  shall  go  into  captivity. — Ezekiel 
XXX,   17. 

HERE  Was  a  worship  of  cats — 
Crocodiles,  cattle  and  bats  : 
Matters  it  what,  when  the  rats 

Saw  the  sword  fall  ? 


Bright  'gainst  cerulean  skies — 
See  how  the  minarets*  rise  ; 
Lives  any  fetich  that  dies 

By  the  sword? 

Angelus  calls  in  the  breeze, 
Singing  as  ever  to  please  ; 
Fallen,  alas  !    are  the  trees 

By  the  sword. 

Sinks  then  a  merciful  sun — 
Day  and  its  dolours  outrun  ; 
Peace  of  the  night  new-begun 
By  the  sword. 

♦  Minarets  (from  the  Arabic  root,  nar  =«  "  fire  "),  light 
houses — probably  so  named  because  the  first  were  imitated 
from  the  celebrated  lighthouse  at  Alexandria,  but  another 
explanation  refers  to  the  habit  of  illuminating  them  on 
holidays — are  slender  towers,  whence  the  Muezzin,  crier, 
gives   the   five   daily  calls   to  prayer. — Theory   and  Practicg. 

See   ante — "  Dedication  "    and    "  In    Exitu    Israel." 
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Love  she  shall  leap  from  her  lair — 
Love  that  persists  everywhere  ; 
Bury  the  bone  and  the  hair 

By  the  sword  ! 

Man  is  the  sole  devotee — 
Man  who  must  offer  his  plea  ; 
Man,  though  he  wrenches  him  free 
By  the  sword  ! 

God  He  is  made  manifest : 
East  ?     He  is  there  in  the  West ; 
Smiteth  He  earthward  the  best 
By  the  sword  ! 

Each  of  these  mouldy  old  mounds 
Transient  splendour  confounds  ; 
Each  in  a  babel  of  sounds 

Saw  the  sword  fall. 


A  LA  MODE 

(Tantah) 

MINARET  And  cupola  athwart  the  skyline — 
Crescents  in  ascendant,  though  here  and  there  a  cross 
A  sky  of  brass  above  them  all, 
The  Hidden  One  to  spread  His  pall — 
His  greatest  gain  their  straitest  pain,  a  sense  of  loss  I 

Worship  is  the  same  thing  the  wide  world  over — 
Goddesses  and  gods,  a  hawk  or  crocodile  ; 
To  heaven  flinging  Moses'  arms 
To  ease  the  frighted  soul's  alarms, 
So  water  may  not  fail  as  the  gift  of  the  Nile. 

Pylons,  propylons,  courtyard  and  sanctuary — 
Ay,  upward  and  onward  to  the  secret  Inner  Room 
From  dear  remembered  village  church 
To  where  on  earth  you  care  to  search, 
It's  Death  in  the  Temple  and  Life  in  the  Tomb  I 
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BEYOND  THE  BAR 

(Stanley  Bay) 

I 
O  SEA, 

Of  thy  sweet  charity — 
Come,  mother  me  ! 

Too  blue 

And  green  and  white  are  you 

For  all  to  sue  ! 

Your  waves 

Mark  seamen's  wandering  graves, 

When  drowning  saves  ! 

You  roll 

From  mole  to  rocky  vole. 

Where  man  pays  toll ! 

Your  roar 

Creation's  hearing  bore 

For  evermore  ! 

2 

The  sun — 

His  daily  race  begun — 

Hath  barely  won ; 

The  moon — 

Her  tides  an  hourly  boon — 

Shall  sparkle  soon ; 
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And  night 

Know  well  your  thundering  might 

Till  dawn  brings  light : 

O  deep  ! 

To  your  soft  arms  I  creep — 

Perhaps  to  sleep ; 

Afar 

To  gain  at  last  that  star 

Beyond  the  bar  1 


A   SPIT  OF   SAND 
(Beau  Rivage) 

There  is  no  advance  without  strife.  Man  must  strive  with 
Nature  or  with  man,  if  he  is  not  to  fall  back  and  degenerate. — 
W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie  {Revolutions  of  Civilisation). 

I 

BETWEEN  The  heartless  rocks  that  stud  this  pleasure- 
seeking  shore, 

A  spit  of  sand  is  found  to  stretch  for  fifty  yards  or 
more — 

Quite  unexpected  haven  from  the  perils  of  a  coast 

Where  precious  lives  in  argosies  have  oftentimes  been 
lost. 

No  matter  !  While  the  sky  is  blue  and  flecked  with 
filmy  cloud, 

We  count  our  blessings  gladly  here,  and  lift  the  voice 
aloud  : 

And  young  and  old,  thin  greybeards  and  the  sunny- 
minded  child 

Rejoice  together  with  the  tempter  calling  from  the 
wild. 

2 

What  prodigies  of  valour  we  achieve  amid  the  surf  1 — 
Though  foaming,  leaping,  shouldering — we're  safe  as 

on  the  turf  : 
Defiant  we,  reliant  we,  we  breast  its  fullest  force  ; 
But — were  there  not  a  spit  of  sand  we'd  not  be  here, 

of  course. 

Ah,  children  of  the  ages — men  and  women  soon  to  be — 
Make  most  of  what  is  passing  ere  you  try  yourselves 

to  free  : 
Not  often  hidden  in  the  rocks  you'll  find  a  spit  of  sand, 
When  you  unaided  flout  the  Power  'stablishing  a  land  1 
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THE  HOUSE   DIVINE 

(Pompey's  Pillar) 

HAIL!     All  hail  the  Hidden  One; 
And  see  yon  be  a  bidden  son, 
Who  hath  the  right  to  pass  his  night  before  the  Throne 
of  Light : 

Here  in  the  ancient  House  Divine 
The  sensual  soul  shall  you  refine, 
And  Self  be  lost  in  Selflessness  and  Might  no  more  be 
Rioht ! 


Man  hitches,  then,  his  waggon-loads 

To  stars  that  ride  the  distant  nodes, 
To  buoy  the  tideless  seas  of  space  beyond  their  farthest 
ray: 

Kom-Ombo — and  a  crocodile  ; 

And  Edfu  there  beside  the  Nile, 
Abhorring  what  was  all-adored  not  forty  miles  away  I 


And  Philae,  with  a  Queen  to  own — 
Too  gracious  Lady  clearly  shown 
In  hybrid  courts  and  Inner  Room  the  flood  to-day 
derides  : 

Ah,  golden  stone,  with  mottled  grey 
Of  glories  that  have  fled  away, 
Now  Man  needs  must  his  fill  of  food  as  long  as  Water 
ghdes  I 
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58  THE   DABK  STATION 

2 

A  Virgin  and  the  Holy  Child, 

In  prototype — the  seeming  mild 
Osiris  had  a  son  indeed — Apollo  of  the  Greeks  1 

And  doth  he  wear  the  head  of  hawk, 

A  sidelock  too  ?     O  watch  him  walk 
So   comely,    youthful — gay    as    gay — in   Truth    that 
Beauty  seeks  ! 

What  matters  it  the  Godhead  we 
Shall  thereto  daily  bend  the  knee, 
So  we  but  know  an  Aid  Without  that  bares  the  arm 
to  fight 
Against  the  Powers  of  the  Dark 
When  step  we  on  the  Sacred  Bark 
That  ferries  gods  and  goddesses— and  us — from  Night 
to  Light? 


PONS  ASSINORUM 

{A  Cairo  Conference) 

VANITY,  Vanity  1    all  is  vanity. 

Saith  the  Preacher ; 
But  out  of  madness  comes  the  sanity 
Of  the  Teacher  : 
And  there  in  the  morning  mist — 
Earth-borne,  sun-kiss'd — 
A  Pyramid 
(One  hid) 
Cutting  the  distant  skyline.     .     . 

Vast,  insensible  lump  ! 

Fast,  inanimate  dump 
Of  line  and  angle,  base  and  apex  true  ! 
Did  Euclid,  of  his  learning,  find  in  you 

His  Q.E.F.'s  and  D.'s, 

His  rules  of  twos  and  threes — 

To  publish  cheery  news 

Of  squared  hypoteneuse  ? 

Oh,  I  wonder ! 
Likewise  ponder 
Whether  a  waggon  hitch'd  to  a  star 
By  kings  of  old  almighty  in  war 

Can  tell  us  anything  more  than  this- 
That  length  and  breadth  and  height 
Make  nightmares  of  the  light, 

And  the  Dreamer's  hidden  bliss 
Produced  to  its  furthest  point 
When  the  time  is  out  of  joint 
At  the  Doers'  trumpet-call 
Is  nothing  at  all  I 
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WATER-WORMS 

"  Egypt  is  the  gift  of  the  Nile." 

CAN  Water  run  uphill? 

I  rather  think  it  will, 
If  you  by  light  o'  reason  go  the  proper  way  about  it  ! 

Shadoof  can  do  the  trick, 

Sakieh  bring  it  quick — 
Because  they're  old,  it's  policy  to  make  a  song  about  it. 

Whiereas  the  modern  pump 
May  make  the  River  jump 
A  hundred — nay,  a  thousand — yards,  and  never  know 
a  leakage  ; 

The  mystery's  the  same 
Whatever  be  the  name  ; 
So  trickle  still  the  water-worms  that  ieldora  own   a 
breakage. 

For  Egypt  is  the  gift 
Of  Nile,  whose  flood-tides  shift 
For  many  fathoms  out  to  sea  that  shews  up  something 
brackish ; 

To  keep  the  ocean  blue 
Belongs  alone  to  you, 
For  if  you  waste  a  grace  of  God  He'll  only  think  you 
slackish  ! 
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IN  THE  PERMANENT  WAY 

(Caliub  Junction) 

EATING  And  drinking,  this  world  rolls  on  ; 
Dreaming  or  thinking,  nor  stops  anon  : 
Hating  but  loving,  though  cloudj'  the  weather  ; 
Laughing  though  crying,  sing  the  stars  together ! 

At  seasons,  in  their  turn, 
Rain  falls  and  sunrays  burn  ; 
From  dust  to  dust  we  go, 
Though  climb  we  ever  so  : 

The  devils  tempt, 

And  none  exempt.     .     . 

I  see,  from  my  carriage-window,  a  father  thrash  his 
son  ; 

His  face  with  rage  alight — 
The  boy,  a  snivelling  wight  : 
Who  rose  to-day  in  happiness  may  dredge  the  deeps  of 
shame  before  his  couch  is  won. 
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PROMISED   LANDS 

(Rhoda  Island) 

But  the  idea  that  most  believed  in  was  that  somewhere  in 
a  mysterious  land  to  the  West  there  lay  a  wonderful  and 
beautiful  country  called  the  Field  of  Bulrushes  .  .  .  And 
there  the  dead  man,  dead  no  more,  but  living  for  ever,  spent 
his  time  in  endless  peace  and  happiness,  sowing  and  reaping, 
paddling  his  canoe  along  the  canals,  or  resting  and  playing 
draughts  in  the  evening  under  the  sycamore  trees. — Peeps  at 
Many  Lands. 

CLOSE,  0  close  your  eyes  in  gentle  slumber  ! 
Let  not  weight  of  moods  your  thoughts  encumber  ! 
Miracles  each  day  are  wrought  sans  number, 

When  the  Bulrushes  wave  in  the  breeze ! 


With  Pharaoh  of  the  Bible  in  possession, 

The  hardened  heart  fulfilled  its  set  obsession, 

And  boasted  down  the  years  that  supersession, 

While  the  Bulrushes  waved  in  the  breeze. 

Yet  while  he  pondered  not  his  finer  feelings — 
And  guilty  he,  or  God,  so  harsh  the  dealings — 
Ah,  little  did  he  guess  a  maid's  conceahngs. 
As  the  Bulrushes  waved  in  the  breeze ! 


So  back  to  promised  lands  there  went  a  nation — 
By  hosts  pursued,  to  their  complete  damnation — 
True  strength,  not  weakness,  found  in  combination  ; 
For  the  Bulrushes  waved  in  the  breeze. 

62 


PROMISED   LANDS  63 

A  gift  of  God — the  wonder-gift  of  water, 
To  wash  away  the  stains  of  silly  slaughter 
Through  tears  let  fall  by  mighty  Pharaoh's  daughter, 
Where  the  Bulrushes  waved  in  the  breeze. 


One  glimpse,  no  more !  to  soothe  all  senses  stricken — 
A  halm  for  eyes  (their  inwardness  to  quicken)  ; 
Though  South,  far  South,  the  sandstorms  slowly  thicken. 
Still  the  Bulrushes  wave  in  the  breeze ! 


MORAL 

(Great  Bitter  Lake) 

I 
SUNRISE  Over  the  sea- 
ls it  such  beauty  can  be  ? 
(Home,  it  is  lighting  the  lea  !) 

Green  and  purple  and  gold — 
That  was  the  glory  of  old 
(Making  a  man  overbold). 

Drab  be  the  days  on  earth 
Calling  for  mettle  and  mirth. 
(Death  but  the  hour  of  birth  I) 

a  " 

If,  then,  I  may  not  sleep — 
Watch  is  it  mine  to  keep 
(Solemnly  over  the  deep). 

Sun,  you  are  lighting  a  hope  : 
Here  in  the  darkness  I  grope  ! 
(Sinking,  I  feel  for  a  rope.) 

Sunrise  far  over  the  sea  ! 
Beauty  shall  evermore  be 
(Nothing  but  Home  for  me) 
All  that  is  Home  to  me. 
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